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Love, Hate, Love 


Author's Notes: 
Hey! 


Here's a Jayne(pretty sure it's the ship name?) story for you guys! 
The plot is only an excuse for the shameless smut(and also Layne in a skirtlll!), hope y'all will enjoy this filth. 


Posted on Ao3 too. 


"Man, all the dudes are lookin’ at you." Mike stated while coming back with the beers they ordered, 


"I know, right? | don't know if they wanna fuck you or cut your head off" Sean drunkenly added, snatching a 
bottle of beer from Mike's hand. 


"Either way | don't give a fuck My fault losing that stupid bet and now | gotta spend the night in this 


ridiculous outfit" 
Layne passed a hand through his blonde hair, now a mess of curls and dreadlocks. 


It was past midnight and the club the three were at was loud and dark, smelling like sweat and alcohol. 


Teenagers were dancing to the awful music the DJ was playing. 

Layne could feel glances towards him, mostly creepy looking old men but some other guys that Layne 
considered bicurious. He was surprised no one harassed him or called him fag yet, he figured it was just a 
matter of time considering his experience in his early teenage days. 


"Hey! Look who is here?! Thought you didn't care about us anymore." 


Layne got interrupted in his thoughts by Mike shouting, he looked up to the direction the bassist was looking 


at and he saw Jerry coming to their direction 

"Sorry guys, was hanging out with Stone, we were jamming and | didn't check the time!" 
"Sorry we interrupted your moment with your sweet boyfriend" Sean joked. 

Layne rolled his eyes, stupid Stone Gossard again 

He eventually sat next to Layne around the table and started drinking. 


They talked a little bit about the tour and the songwriting Jerry was doing at the moment and all the plans 


they got, before turning the conversation into a less serious topic while smoking and drinking. 


Layne didn't say a word and Jerry didn't even look at his direction. The two were in their ‘ignoring each other’ 


phase since things heated up two weeks ago, thank god Mike was there when fists were involved. 


Basically ignoring each other was the best thing they could do for now, since Jerry considered Layne a brat 


and Layne considering him a manipulative freak. 


Since the fight, Jerry hasn't been staying that much at the apartment they all were sharing, he spent his 
days and nights at Stone's house and Layne would lie if he said he was satisfied with this situation 


Not being Jerry's center of attention started to annoy him to say the least, and having to see him happy with 
his supposedly boyfriend was making him anxious, he didn't really know why. 


Sure he loves Jerry a lot -way more than anyone-, but the guitarist hurt him a lot in the past and he still is. 
Layne grew to understand that their personalities just didn't fit together, they were harming each other so 


bad. But he couldn't stop loving him. 


"I gotta go to the bathroom, be right back" Layne said, getting enough of hearing Jerry talking about Stone and 
all what they've been doing together. 


"Be careful, man’ Sean said, his finger pointing at his clothes. 

Layne rolled his eyes, "I'm not a pussy, Sean, | can fight." He said, getting up and rearranging his skirt. 
That's when Jerry turned his head towards him, intrigued of what Sean was talking about. 

His eyes widened as they roam over the singer's body. 


Combats, black fishnet knee-high socks, a long sleeved ripped crop top showing off his flat stomach and the 
collar hanging over his shoulder, leaving the pale skin on display and finally..a black silky mini skirt 


His mouth went dry and his jaw nearly dropped at the sight. The skirt hugged his narrow hips perfectly and 
the knee-high socks fit so good on his pale long legs. 


The skirt was so short that Jerry wondered how his dick wasn't hanging under the edge. 


Even in the dark lights of the club, Layne could see Jerry's expression, the way the guitarist stil cherished his 


body like no one else. 
"Why is he dressed like that?" Jerry asked a few seconds after Layne disappeared. 


"He lost a bet against me. l'm disappointed tho, it looks so good on him." Mike said, "You two are still mad at 


each other?" He continued, noticing the guitarists shocked expression. 


Jerry nodded before drinking two whiskey shots one after the other, his mind desperately trying to get rid of 


the image he just saw. 


His mind completely failing as he was caught wondering what the skirt would feel like on his hands, the way the 
edges would be displayed on his lap. 


His dick was already hardening. 
All it took was one glance to make him turned on. 


That's what Jerry called ‘The Layne Effect. He knew his singer got him wrapped around his finger, and that's 


just one concrete example. 


When Layne came back, Jerry couldn't look away, he noticed the way the skirt rode up when he sat, inches 
bellow his crotch area, the little slit that was on the side revealing some more skin to the guitarists eye. It 
was a little pleated so the back of it draped on the sit, god, Jerry wished he was the chair. 


After some more chatting, Sean and Mike decided to go home because Sean was too drunk and Mike secretly 


thought he should let the two alone, maybe they could communicate and work it out together. 
Minutes later, Jerry and Layne found themselves alone around the table, next to each other. 


The place was even louder now, there was more people and most of them were getting more drunk and dancing 


to some George Michael. 
It took approximately 20 seconds of silence before Layne broke the ice. 


"Well, since you're not gonna talk, I'm gonna go dance." Jerry gave him a side look while he smoked his last 


cigarette. 
"To George Michael? You're serious or just high?" 
"Better than sit here with an asshole." 


Jerry clenched his teeth, his attention now all on Layne as the younger got up and walked towards the crowded 


scene, some random guys checking him up on his way. 


He watched him sway his hips sensually to the music, banging his head side to side, his messy dreadlocks 
following the move. 


And with all the people that were on the floor, with all the girls dancing and moving their bodies, his boyfriend 


waiting at home, at that exact moment, Layne was all he could see. 


The way he didn't care about anyone, just letting his body follow the music, his eyes closed, the feminine outfit 
exposing all of his beautiful lean muscles. His body was literally shining through the dim lights. 


But the older frowned when he saw someone approaching the object of his desire. A taller guy came from 


behind, hugging his waist and started swaying his hips with the same rhythm as the singer. 
Jerry saw red when Layne smirked and wrapped his hands on the guy's arms, keeping him close. 
Always a fuckin’ slut 


The guitarist didn't need to see more of this, he already had his fair share of Layne fooling around with other 
people. 


He finished his drink and considered going home since Mike's attempt on getting them to talk would never work 
-mainly because Layne had other plans, apparently-. 


He picked up his keys and stood up, while he did so, he turned around one last time to the crowd, and maybe 
he shouldn't have. 


Layne was back alone, not dancing this time, he was just standing straight, nervously biting his lip and looking at 


him with a look of concern. 


Jerry has seen that look so often before that even from afar he could tell what Layne was feeling like, and in 
that moment, he felt lonely and abandoned. Jerry didn't want him to feel that way, because he'll always be 


here for him. 


So Jerry approached the crowd, maintaining eye contact with Layne the whole time. Arrived next to him, he 
gave him a small smile, and the singer responded with a welcoming one, he gripped Jerry's hands in his own and 


leaned. 
"Dance with me, Jerry." He whispered to his ear. 


He wrapped his arms around the guitarist's neck and pulled him closer, until their bodies were nearly flushed 


against each other. 


Jerry gulped, the proximity of their bodies after so long making him go stiff, but soon he wrapped his arms 
around the younger's exposed tiny hips. 


They started moving to the slow that was playing, movements all gentle and touches feathery, so different to 


how they use to move against each other. 


The contact of skin on skin electrified both of them, their faces so close Jerry could hear his singer's 
whimper. They didn't even listen to the music or see the people around them anymore, it's like they were all 


by themselves in a desert island. 


Jerry just needed to look at the other's big doe eyes to be totally immersed in their peaceful shade of blue, 


falling in love all over again. 


Now that they were so close, Jerry could see the makeup on the younger's face, purple eye shadow 
accentuated with mascara that darkened his blonde eyelashes. His cheekbones slightly tinted with pink blush, 
the older's eyes wondered south to look at these pouty, plump lips that he fantasized about all his life, now 
shining with pink gloss. Jerry found himself lost in the beauty. 


"Demri did my makeup this afternoon when | told her about the bet" It's like he was reading Jerry's mind. 
"How do | look?" He continued, his eyes full of hope, he always liked to be praised, but mostly by Jerry. 


Like a cheap whore." Jerry said laughingly, his grip tightening around the other's hips. Possessively. 


"Yeah? You like them cheap right?" He whispered against his ear. Jerry nearly shuddered when he felt a few 
dreadlocks brushing the skin of his cheek. 


God, he wanted to be faithful, but Layne Staley dressed up in a mini skirt and looking like that was too much of 


a temptation, 

"They're the nastiest in bed, of course | like them best." He didn't think twice before letting his hands go down 
and under the skirt, earning a surprised moan from Layne against his ear. They were against the wall, and now 
Jerry was trapping him against it. 


"They like when | grope ‘em like this, yeah?" 


He felt Layne shudder when he cupped his ass under the cloth and Jerry cursed when he felt the fabric of 


soff lace on his fingers. 
"I can't believe you're walkin’ around in panties. You'll let me fuck you in them like a good slut?" 


The younger nodded frantically, moaning louder when he started kneading the skin, middle finger tracing the 


crevice between his cheeks and teased his hole through the lace. 


Layne started gently thrusting his hips against the other, ironically synchronized with the music playing. The 
guitarist rocked against him, rubbing their clothed members against each other. 


"Ah- fuck Jerry, need you so bad." The singer whined against his ear. 


The older got back to reality and realized they were still in public. So he pulled away, looking at Layne, cheeks 


flushed red and alarming expression. Jerry wanted to kiss him until they couldn't breath anymore. 
‘Let's go to my car then" He said through the loud music, gesturing to the exit door to make it more clear. 
"Weill fuck, right?" Layne asked once they were outside, following Jerry closely behind 

The guitarist didn't answer, just silently laughed at how bold Layne has always been 

Jerry was thankful that he parked earlier in a dark narrow alley and the windows of the car were tinted black 
Once they were inside, he adjusted the sits so they'll be more comfortable as they sat on the back sit. 


It didn't take 2 seconds for Layne to jump to his lap and devour his lips, Jerry's hands wondered all over his 


body, feeling the goosebumps that were forming on his skin 


The younger moaned against his lips, gyrating his hips against his clothed hard member, earning a groan from 


Jerry. 

The kiss deepened and their tongues met in a intimate encounter. Layne's unkempt beard scratching his cheek, 
Jerry could taste the strawberry flavored gloss and a hint of alcohol and nicotine, sweet but toxic -just like 
how they were to each other-. 

Making out was hot, but with Layne it was something else. He was sloppy and needy and the kiss quickly 
became wet and open mouthed, letting Layne suck on his tongue fervently. The suction sounds were obscenely 


loud and naughty, going straight to the guitarists dick. 


Jerry's hands wondered over his chest, exposing the skin and playing with the younger's nipples, making him 
thrust urgently on his hips, his lips letting go of Jerry's tongue at one harsh tug. 


The guitarist sunk down to suck at the singer's jawline, adam apple, the side of his milky neck, then his exposed 
shoulder, biting and sucking a few hickeys here and there. 


The younger moaned louder, sweet voice resonating all over the car, a melody to Jerry's ears. His fingers laced 


in Jerry's long blonde hair, lightly tugging at it. 


Sure, Layne had sex with a few people during the last two weeks but he remained touch starved for Jerry's 


hands. He was the only one who knew how to do it the right way, touch him where he needed it the most. 
Then there was sex. Sex with Jerry was a whole other level, the magic in Jerry wasn't only his skilled hands, 
his cock was bigger than the average size and god he knew how to use it. And the thing was they were so 


compatible sexually that Layne was afraid he'll never find any other sexual partner like Jerry. 


They had this primal need they couldn't satisfy until they had sex together. It was animalistic and urged and 
sexy, they couldn't get enough of each other's bodies. 


He felt overwhelmed that Jerry's big hands were finally over his body, his attention all given to him. 
A single tear trailed down his cheek, and the older stopped his ministrations to look at him in the eyes. 
"You alright?" He asked, and Layne laughed 

"You got lip gloss all over your mouth, silly" He whipped Jerry's mouth with the sleeve of his shirt 


"No, but seriously." Jerry insisted, gripping his wrist, eyes searching for an answer in his friend's saddened 
blue ones. 


"s nothing..just been so long..too long maybe" he said, looking away. 


Jerry's hands found their way to his exposed thighs, drawing circles and caressing the skin, fingers playing 


with the edges of the fishnets. 
"Y'know you could get it anytime you want right? If you weren't such a-" 


Layne shushed him by kissing him again, going back to rocking against him more powerfully. Jerry could feel his 
lap getting wet. Fuck. 


He started bucking up, meeting Layne's hip movements, his hands going under the skirt again and cupping his 
hard member through the lace. 


"F-fuck, you're so wet, just like a chick" He whispered against their lips, "We barely did anything, how wet are 
you gonna be with my cock inside you hm?" He continued, sneaking his hands behind to feel the younger's ass. 


"Yea- ah- please, you're the only one that makes me -hmm so wet" He begged, bucking against Jerry's hands. 


Reaching his limit too, the guitarist pulled the panties aside and spits on his finger before penetrating Layne, 
encouraged by the other gripping his wrist, as if Jerry was gonna stop anyway. 


Layne was a moaning mess by now, his head thrown back and moaning loudly while Jerry's calloused fingers 


expertly opened him up. 


He couldn't help but grip the older's belt, hurrying to unbuckle it and unzip the jeans. God he missed him so 
much. 


"C-come on, Jerry, give me your dick." He whined, struggling with his task. 


Jerry laughed and withdraws his fingers when he thought it was enough -it'll never be enough considering the 


huge size of his member but Layne is well accustomed to the shape by now-. 
He batted Layne's hands away. 
"You're so eager, I'm gonna give you what you need, don't worry.” He pecked the other's pouty lips. 


Jerry eventually bucked his hips to lower his jeans and underwear in one go, revealing the big hard cock Layne 
has been salivating about for the past two weeks. 


He couldn't help but shiver under Jerry's lustful gaze, his hand coming to wrap around the guitarists member, 


mouth watering at the sight. 


"Fuck, how could | live without it for so long.." he said, stroking the length, amazed at how his hand looked small 
next to the member, his finger gently caressing the head. 


Jerry laughed before kissing him. 
"IFs all yours tonight, baby." 


Tonight, the word resonated in the singer's head, he was so jealous that ugly Stone Gossard got to have this 
cock every night while he was being denied. 


He moaned loudly when Jerry's dick penetrated him, it took a few minutes and Jerry's kisses and touches to 


fully adjust to the size. 


"l- ah- want it all the time, can't stop thinking about it" He softly murmured against Jerry's ear, his hands 
gripping the broad shoulders. 


"Is yours, you just need to be good for me, Layne. Give yourself to me." Jerry said back, kissing and nuzzling 


his neck, taking in the sweet perfume and sweat, he smelled so good. 


The older's fingers were gripping hard on the smooth skin of his hips, the warm and tight feeling making him 


go crazy. 


"l- Il be good, promise. How does it feel to be back home?" He said, cupping Jerry's face and sticking his 
tongue out, licking at his lips. 


Jerry could feel himself getting harder inside the tight heat, the younger was gonna be the death of him. 
"Welcoming..warm and soft. It's like | never left it" He answered, bucking his hips up and making Layne gasp. 
‘It missed you.." Layne whispered back, slowly moving his hips. 

"| missed it too..fuck, missed it so bad." He kissed him, grabbing his hips to help him, earning a few whimpers. 
Sure, he was a talented singer, but in Jerry's opinion, his true talent was riding his cock. He bounced on it like 
his life depended on it, claiming it, alternating from slow to a quick and brutal pace, pulling out until only the 


head was inside only to sit on it deeply. A queen on her throne. 


Jerry pushed the skirt up, revealing the pink panties Layne was wearing. It was all flower patterns of lace and 


the front was all wet and see through, the waistband was very thin and tight, molding the curves of his hips. 
The guitarist groaned at the sight, his hands caressing the thin material, loving the softness of it. 


Like what you see? It's all for you." Layne smirked while riding his cock, his pace more gentle now, making 


circling movements. Such a turn on. 


"Dirty whore. Let me show you what | like." 


Layne got surprised when Jerry suddenly reversed their position and laid him abruptly on his back He got on 
his knees on the sit and spread the singer's legs, wrapping them around his waist, he then ripped the panties 
off in a single tug and and slide back home. Layne let a high pitch moan at the dominance and Jerry groaned at 
the way the tightness welcomed him back, sucking him in 


He leaned over Layne and removed his shirt, licking and kissing the hard nipples and the thin hairs on his chest, 
his long hair tickling the singer's skin 


"Ah, yeah, fuck me hard. Remove your fuckin’ sh-shirt, wanna feel you." The younger moaned, drooling a little, 


overwhelmed by the deep and hard thrusts inside him. 


The pleasure was immense for Layne, the cock inside him reaching every sensitive part, hammering his 


prostate on every thrust, he knew his hole was gonna be deliciously gaping for days after this. 
Jerry ruined him for other men. 
His head bumped into the door of the car a couple times at the powerful pace. 


The guitarist removed his shirt and leaned back against Layne, skin on skin, the younger's hands wondered over 


the big arms, the strong chest, before wrapping his arms around his neck. Hs man. 
"Do you- think about me when you fuck him?" He found himself muttering. 


"Think about you all the time." Jerry said, recalling he even moaned his name multiple times, thank god Stone 


was too much into the pleasure to listen. 


When they kissed again, Jerry was the one dominating this time, swallowing Layne's loud whimpers, tongue 
exploring all of his mouth, biting at his lips until Layne whined. They pulled out of each other's lips, and stick 
their foreheads against each other, panting. 


Jerry's wrapped one hand around the other's neck, tightening his grip just enough to make the younger's eyes 


roll back. 


Layne's whole makeup was a mess now, his cheeks were red and skin wet and drenched in sweat. Only in his 
fishnets and skirt riding high, exposing his pretty leaking cock. His messy hair was displayed around his head, 
red and puffy lips from too much kissing and big blue eyes half closed shining through the dark. He looked like 
a dream to Jerry, the most beautiful thing that ever happened to him in his life. 


"My pretty slut. | love you. | fuckin’ love you so fuckin much you can't even imagine.’ He finally whispered 
against Layne's lips, voice deep from arousal. 


Layne smiled at him, brushing a few hairs away from his face. 


"Hurting me so bad but I'm always coming back to you..l can't help it. Love it when you fuck me with your big 


cock, use me." 


Jerry felt him tighten around him, he knew they were both close so he started stroking him with the same 
sloppy rhythm he was thrusting inside him, tightening the grip on his neck. 


"Ah- oh my god..Jerry..! love you, make me yours again" 
Its all it took for Jerry to come deep inside him with a powerful orgasm he could almost taste it, flooding the 
younger's insides with his cum. He continued stroking Layne until he came a few seconds after him, coming all 


over his skirt while shaking and shouting Jerry's name. 


With how loud Layne was, Jerry was sure the whole neighborhood heard them. 


It was past 5am when Jerry came a second time inside Layne, reaching his third orgasm this night. They went 
to the beach to watch the sunrise, blame it on the empty place and the fact that they couldn't keep their 
hands off of each other. 


Laying on the sand after lazily making out and cuddling for a whole hour as the sun rose above them, Layne 


spoke up with a broken voice -his fault sucking Jerry's cock until he came in his mouth-. 
"How's Stone doin?" 
"Good. We're gonna see his parents tonight" Layne's heart shattered a little bit. 


"Oh cool." 


Jerry waited for something else, just a ‘no, don't go back, stay with me. would be enough for him to stay 


forever. God, he could do anything Layne wanted to, asked to. But he never asked. 


The guitarist thought maybe Layne didn't want him enough, maybe the younger's toxic nature didn't allow him 


to be in a serious relationship. 


He didn't think for a second that maybe his whole manipulative and judgmental behavior harms the singer and 
maybe that's why they'll never be together. 


After a few minutes of just looking at the sky, Jerry got up. 


"I gotta go, want me to drop you home? It's on my way." 


"Yeah, that'd be cool, man" 


Once home, Mike wondered why Layne looked so messy. He was gonna ask but retracted when the singer bent 


over to take a beer from the fridge and he saw him pantieless and wet. 


Just like that, Layne was back in his room, alone and satiated, syringes welcoming him back. 


